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family, but I am getting on in life. I shall be forty-two in
a few months, an age which, if it be not venerable, is
respectable. The difference between us, Dick, is not much
greater than it was between your father and me—I never
properly belonged to his generation, nor will you ever
properly belong to mine. We must endeavor to meet
half-way.
I wish you to tell Mr. Smith that I retain a friendly
recollection of him. For Campbell I have a sincere re-
spect. I would be mentioned also to the Phinneys, who
were my old school fellows; to Dr. Russell; to Dr. Ful-
ler—to Mrs. Griffin; and to Mrs. Starr and her husband;
to Mrs. Phinney, who has endured more noise of my
making than any other woman; to old Deacon Loomis if
he be living; to the Davidsons, and to the Clarkes. To
Peter Mayher of Cherry Valley, and to Judge White. I
would by no means forget Mr. Nash. To Prentiss, to
whom I will shortly write a notice on Europe for publica-
tion, making his first Paris correspondent. To Morrell, to
Seth Cook and Crafts. To Joe Holt, who is a monument
of the settlement of Cooperstown. To Oliver Cory,
who taught me to read.
Quitting these, you will make my respects, in a suitable
manner, to Mrs. Nelson and Mrs. Bowers, to Mrs. Met-
calfe, Mrs. Russell and Miss Nancy—Is she alive? You
will of course include all our family connexion, not for-
getting the Morrises.
I know nothing of you young generation, for it is now
near fourteen years since I saw Cooperstown. There was
an old man of the name of Burrill who used to sell cakes.
Is he living"? If so, tell him I wish him a comfortable
old age.
You will be glad to hear that I am in excellent health,

